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tells us tliat in George tlie First's reign a grand Florist's Feast
was held at Bethnall Green, and that a carnation named after
Ms Majesty was King of the Year. The Stewards were dress-
ed with laurel leaves and flowers. They carried gilded staves.
Ninety cultivators followed in procession to the sound of music,
each bearing his own flowers before him. All elegant customs
of this nature have fallen into desuetude in England, though
many of them are still kept up in other parts of Europe.

Chaucer who dearly loved all images associated with the
open air and the dewy fields and bright mornings and radiant
flowers makes the gentle Emily,

That fairer was to seono
Than is the lily upon his stalkic greene,

rise early and do honor to the birth of May-Jay. All things
now seem to breathe of hope and joy.

Though long hath boen
The trance of Natuie on tho naked bier
Where ruthless Winter mocked her slumbers drear.
And rent with icy hand her robes of green,
That trance is brightly broken ' Glossy trees.
Resplendent meads and vaiiegated flowers
Flash in the sun and flutter in the breeze.
And now with dreaming eye the poet sees
Fair shapes of pleasure haunt romantic bowers,
And laughing streamlets chase the flying hours.

D. L. B,

The great describer of our Lost Paradise did not disdain to
sing a

SONG ON MAY-MORNING.
Now the bright Morning-star, Day's harbinger,
Comes dancing from the east,, and leads with her
The flowery May, who from her green lap throws
The yellow cowslip and the pale primrose,

Hail bounteous-May, that dost inspire

Mirth and youth and warm desire;

Woods and groves are of thy dressing,

Hill and dale do boast thy blessing.
Thus we salute thee with our early song,
And welcome thee and wish thee long,

Nor  did the  Poet of   the  World,   William   Shakespeare,

hesitate to

Do observance to a mom of May.